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SCENE— 4A Saleen in Torcuwood's Cæuntry 
| Houſe. 


Enter Mr. and Mrs. Toucnwood, (Stealing as 
they enter.) 


Mrs. Tourh. 1 SAT it is no ſuch thing. 

Touch. And l ſay your conduct is unpardonable. 
IT have received ſome news from town, Madam. 

Mrs. Touch. Is it poſſible any body there remem- 
bers us? 

Touch. Rather tco poſſible; my letters bring 
ſtrange intelligence. 

Mr. Touch. Something 2 I ſuppoſe. 
Is it from government authority 2 

Teuch. What have you to do with government 
authority ? 

Mrs. Touch, I reſpedꝭ it with all my heart. 

Touch, Vet you are a rebel in your own houſe. 

Ars. Touch, That only proves vou don't know 
how to govern. 


A 2 T ouch... 
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Touch. So much the worſe for both of us. 

Mrs. Touch. I don't think ſo ; the wife ſhould 
be the parliament, and the huſband the executive 
power. 

Touch. | wiſh you would only conſider yourſelf 
as the ſpeaker of your parliament. 

Mrs. Teuch. l'm ſure I ſpeak upon all occaſions, 

Touch. Yes, but with us the ſpeaker only Iif- 
tens. To purſue your metaphor. Permit me to 


aſk why you, as Parliament, do not manage our 


finances better ? 

Mrs. Touch. What do you mean ? 

Touch. 'The particulars of my father's will are 
not unknown to you. 
Mrs. Touch. Oh dear, no! I know them but 
too well. (Tawns.) 

Tavch. He left me a fortune of cighty thouſand 
pounds. 

Mrs. Touch. He ſhew'd himſelf a man of judg- 
ment, 
* Touch. But under the expreſs conditions that | 
ſhould never marry a widow or keep a horſe. 

Mrs. Touch. Ridiculous whims. 

Touch, He knew my faſhionable failing—a pro- 
penſity to horſe-racing. 


Mrs. Touch. And what was the objeQtion to 


widows ? 
Touch, Alas ! his own woful experience led 
him to inſert that clauſe. 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. Touch. No great flattery to your mother. 

Touch, Let the dead reſt in peace. In ſhort, 
my father irrevocably ordained, that in caſe of 
my tailing in either of theſe conditions, the whole 
fortunc ſhould devolve to my couſin. 

Mrs. Touch. I have heard that about an hun- 
dred times. 

Touch. But your memory is fo faithleſs, that I 
mult take the liberty of repeating it for the hun- 
dred and firſt time. 

Mrs. Touch. Give your ſpleen as free vent as 
you pleaſe, Sir; but pray don't expect tnat I 
ſhou'd ſtay and liſten to it. 

Tuch. Yes, Madam, I do expect that you 
ſho. ſtay and liſten, while I lead back your at- 
tention to that unhappy day when I firſt ſaw you 
in a miſerable cottage in Flanders, a prey to the 
moſt urgent want, and with nothing left you of 
all your former ſplendor, but the empty title of a 
Counteſs. | 

Mrs, Touch. Indeed, my dear Mr. Touchwood, 
vou might take out a patent for the art of making 
fine ſpeeches. 

Touch, Y ou may joke, if you pleaſe ; but to 
me the recollection 1s fatally ſerious. My com- 
paſſion awakened, love but too ſoon followed. 

Mrs. Touch. A ſplendid triumph for my charms. 

Touch. I made you an offer of my hand. 

Mrs. Touch. Which neceſſity compell'd me to 

accept. 
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Touch, Y our huſband had died for his country, 
upon the field of honour, as you were pleaſed to 
inform me, and left you wholly deſtitute. I im- 
parted to you the conditions of my father's will, 
and explained the neceſſity of your former ſitua- 
tion remaining for ever a profound ſecret. 

Mrs. Touch. Well; and I have never revealed 
it, 

Touch. Not in plain and poſitive terms, per- 
haps 3 but do you not perpetually refer to the 
ſubject in broken ſentences that can ſcarcely be 
miſtaken ? 

Ars. Touch. How is it poſſible to weigh every 
word one utters ? 

Touch, When a word may coſt us eighty thou- 
fand pounds, I ſhould think it worth the trouble 
of weighing. My couſin, Madam, who has a 
ſtrong inclination for my fortune, keeps his ſpies 
here; and theſe right honourable gentlemen have 
taken the trouble of weighing your wunweighed 


words, to obtain proofs of your widowhood, and I 


itand a good chance of taking your fair hand a 
begging with me. 

Mrs. Touch. Why did you not leave me in 
Flanders ? 

Touch, Becauſe I was a fool. Would to Heaven 
I had avoided widows as cautiouſly as I have 
horſes! | 

Mrs. Touch. Ha! ha! ha! had you rather have 
been reluc'd to beggary by a horſe than a woman ? 

Tauch, 
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Tauch. Nearly ſo— Love is the moſt dangerous 
race that a man can run, ſince his life's repoſe 
is ſtaked upon the courſe. 

Mrs. Touch. If your father was ſo much afraid 
of widows and horſes, he ſhould have ſent you to 
Indoſtan, where the women burn themſelves with 
their huſbands ; or had he allowed you by way of 
experiment to keep a ſaddle horſe, I might proba- 
bly have made uſe of him to eſcape from your 
gallant retroſpeQions, and thus you would have 
been rid of two terrible evils at once. [ Exit. 

Touch. (ſous) Job! Cato! Socrates! and all 
ve who have been plagu'd with vixen wives, Took 
cown from your immortal manſions, and tcach 
me alittle of your own forbearance. 


Enter KILLRUDDERY. [ eeping in at the dior. | 

Kill. Hiſt! Hiſt! 

Touch. What's the matter? Come in. 

Kill. If you pleaſe, Sir, is it you or your fel- 
low ſervant, that can tell your maſter a gentleman 
wou'd ſpeak with him ? 

Touch. Sir | 

Kill. | wiſh to ſpake with the maſter of the 
houſe. 

Touch. My wile is in the next room. 


Kill. Your wifce—Pho! be aſy. Pve half a 


dozen of ray own. 
- Touch. Then you muſt be a — man. 
Kill. J juſt want to ſpeak a word in the ear of 
Squire 
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Squire Touchwood, I am told he's the moſt jon- 
tlemanly man in the world, except himſelf, 

Touch. By what name ſhall l announce you ? 
Nil. Tell him, Sir, if you pleate, that I am 

Phelim Delany Malvaney Killruddery, formerly 
a corporal in the Iriſh. brigade, and now Major 
Domo, confidental fecretary, and fuſt valet de 
chambre to his excellency, Count Sans Chateau, 
who beſides having the honour to be my maſter, is 
a volunteer in—Och Botheration! the name of his 
regiment is gone clean cut of my head, 

Tauck, Y our maſter is an emigrant I preſume ? 

Kill. We are on our travels honey. 

Touch. Well, Sir, now you are announced, fa- 
vour me with your buſineſs—my name is Touch- 
wood. 

Kill. Och! tundet and fire, and is it yourſelf, 
and not your ſervant I have been talking to !— 
But I ax your honour's pardon, I thought you had 
been too well dreſs'd ſor a jontleman ; and, now, 
Sir, as I know you to be the moſt generous, tlie 
moſt humane— | 

Touch. Hold friend, flattery is a muddy pool, and 
thoſe who dabble in it, tho” they may catch good 
fiſh, can never come away with unſoiPd hands. 

Kill. Fait, Sir, if you'll hear my ſtory, you'll 
find I have other fiſh to fry at preſent=You mult 
know his gracious honour the great Count came 10 
the little Inn vonder. 

Touch. With a large ſuite I ſuppoſe, 


Kill. 
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Kill. Och !. you may ſay that—valet, coach- 
man, groom, game-keepers, footman, cook, but- 
ler, ſteward 

Touch. Lam ſorry for the Count, he muſt find 
but poor accommodation for ſuch a number of 
people. 

Kill. Och! fait, there's plenty of room—for 
my maſter docs me the honour to unite all thoſe 
offices in the perſon of Phelim Delany Malvaney 
Killruddery, formerly a corporal in the Iriſh 
brigade, and now— | 

Touch. And now perhaps your maſter may be in 
want of ſome little aſſiſtance, which if in my 
power to grant 

Kill. You'll do it with pleaſure. I told his 
Lordſhip ſo myſelf. I therefore come as his Ex- 
cellency*s valet de chambre to inform your worſhip 
that in my capacity of game-keeper I had the mis- 
fortune this morning to ſhoot a partridge. 

Touch. On my manor I ſuppoſe. 

Kill. The devil himſelf couldn't have made a 
better gueſs of it. His Excellency deſires in re- 
turn that if ever you ſhould be taking a walk ei- 
ther on horſeback or on foot in the neighbourhood 
of Picardy near his eſtates, which now belong to 
ſomebody elſe, you may ſhoot all the game you 
can find. 

Touch. And is this all? 
Kill. No faith it's not all—for in quality of cook, 


L happened to roaſt the partridge at the Inn here 
| In 
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In comes the London coach, and out jumps a 
Lawyer, as ill-looking a fellow, the preſent com- 
pany excepted, as ever I clap'd my eyes upon. 

Teuch, ( ſmiling) Well! 

Kill. ly maiter, who is politeneſs itſelf, ax'd 
him to take part of the partridge; ſo as ſoon as 
they had eat it all, and I had taken away the reſt, 
they ſat down io cards. 'The Count hadn't a gui- 
nea in his pocket, but he ſoon loſt that and three 
more, for which he offer'd the Lawyer his word 
and honour. | 

Touch. And of courſe he took it. 

Kill. You might as well have whiſticd jigs to a 
mile- ſtone as perſuade him to any ſuen thing 
So then comes the landlord, and charg'd ſeven ſhil- 
lings and nine pence for cating our own partridge, 
which your konour was kind enough to make us a 
preſent of. 

Touch, *Tis extraordinary a man of the Count's 
quality ſhould travel without caſh. 

Kill. Why, Sir, as to that Sir, my maſter has 
got two hundred pounds by him, which a high 
wayman robb'd us of on the road; and if the 
thief was an honeft man, he would bear witneſs of 
it immediately. 

Teuch. In ſhort the Count is embarraſs'd. I 
muſt however enquire into this affair, if true, I 
ſhall wait on him with this money. (Geing. 


Kill, Ohl bleſs your honour, he wou'dn't ac- 
cept 


„ OY —_— 
** 


THE HORSE AND THE WIDOW. 11 


cept it for the world. He doesn't want any thing 
of the kind. 

Touch. Then what the devil does he want? 

Kill. The Count is a man of ſuch nice honour, 
that he'd never pocket the leaſt affront, that came 
in the ſhape of a preſent—but he has ſent me as 
groom with a nate little riding nag, which he of- 
fers your worſhip for the before mentioned ſum of 
three pounds ten ſhillings and nine pence. 

Tauch. A riding horſe ! 

Kill. A nag. I only ſaid a nag, he's below in 
the court-yard. 

Touch. 'm very ſorry, but on theſe terms I can- 
not aſſiſt your maſter. 

Kill. Pray do your honour. It's the moſt con- 
venient animal in the world—you may bring him 
by degrees to live without eating, for we have al- 
ready made great progreſs in that art, ourſelves. 

Touch. As the poor beaſt is a ſufficient witneſs of 
your veracity, here is the money, but you muſt 
alſo take back the horſe. | 

Kill. (taking the Caſh). I cou'dn't think of it 
your honour. - 

Touch. But I tell you I never ride. 

Kill. So much the better for the horſe, hell 
ſoon be cas'd of his fatigue, and fait now honey, 
without blarney at all, my maſter will be for ever 
oblig'd to you; VII leave the horſe behind at any 
rate. | (Afide. 

Touch. Tell the Count, I am much oblig'd, by 

| the 


12 THE HORSE AND THE WIDOW. 


the confidence he places in me, and if he loves 
partridges, I ſhall be proud of his company to 
ſupper this evening. 

Kill. O the heavens may bleſs your honour's 
goodneſs. It's juſt what the landlord ſaid, ſays he, 
if that jontleman ſaw a fellow crater in diſtreſs, and 
had but ſixpence in his purſe, he'd part with the 
laſt ſhilling of it to relieve him. But why do I 
ſtand here? Pll go to the Count, he ſhall come to 
ſupper, and if you ſhould want me in the capacity 
of cook, you may lay your commands upon Phe- 
lim Delaney Malvany Killru 'dery, formerly 
a corporal in the Iriſh brigade, and now, valet, 
ſteward and confidential ſecretary to his puiſſant 
Excellency, Count Sans Chateau, who, beſides 
having the honour to be my maſter is a volunteer 
in—Sir, your moſt obedient. (Exit, 

Touck. This reluctance to accept a kindneſs is a 
hateful principle in a man's nature. When obliged 
to ſeek aſſiſtance, why ſhould we be aſhamed of 
receiving it ? 

Enter FERRET. 
Ferr. Peace and happineſs reſt on this houſe. 


Touch. That depends upon heaven and my 
wife. To whom am I indebted for this benevo- 


Tent with ? | 

Ferr. My name 1s Ferret, by profeſſion an at- 
torney. 

Touch. Peace is ſeldom the wiſh of your pro- 
feſſion. 


Ferr. 


th 
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Ferr. I come from London—from your couſin. 

Touch. Indeed! and what does my couſin want? 

Ferr. A trifle! only the poſſeſſion of eighty 
thouſand pounds. 


Touch. His deſires are moderate. But in what | 


way does he expett to gain this treaſure ? 
Ferr. By inheritance. 


Touck. And from whom does he expect ſo no- 
ble a bequeſt ? 


Ferr. It is already bequeathed, 
Touck. So much the better! And by whom? 
Ferr. The late Timothy Touchwood, Eſq; 


Touck. Ha l—that was my father's name 
Ferr. The ſame. 


Touch. You joke. 


Ferr. I never joked in my life, I ſtand here as 
a ſervant of juſtice. 


Touch. Alas | poor lady. She is often unfor- 
tunate in her ſervants. 


Ferry. And I afk you plainly, fincerely, and 


audibly, once for all, without reſerve, or circum- 


locution, whether you are inclined freely, volun- 
tarily, and without let, moleſtation, or reſiſtance, 


to reſign the 9 mentioned property to your 
Couſin? 


Touck. By no means, 


Ferr. Vou do not forget the . of your 


father's will? 


Touch. No, I remember them perfectly. 2 
Ferr. Thrt you ſhould not marry a widow. 


N Touch. 
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Touch. Even ſo! 
Ferr. Nor keep a horſe. 
Touch. Granted. - 


Ferr. Both which ſtipulations you have tranſ- 


greſſed. 

Touch. How ſo? 

Ferr. Your preſent lady is a widow. 

Touch. That I deny. 

Ferr. At leaſt was ſo when you married her. 

Touch. Your proofs ? 

Ferr.We have witneſſes ſufficient of her own 
+onfeſfion. 

Touch. | have witneſſes who will ſwear the con- 
trary. | 

Ferr. Then we muſt ſend for certain ng 
from Flanders. 

Touch. (alarmed) From Flanders. 

Ferr. Nay, perhaps they are already on their 
way. 

Touch. Curſed fate! 

Ferr. You ſee that we know what we're about. 

Touch. Your information muſt come from your 
agent, the devil, and he was a lyar from the be- 
ginning. 

Ferr. Sir, I don't fear the deyil—Pve no occa- 
ſion— l never did any thing to offend him in 
all my i fe ; perhaps, he alſo lied when he whiſ- 
pered that you had bought a horſe. 

Touch. Ia horſe! 


Ferr. 


e 
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Ferr. Of a French gentleman, at the neigh- 
bouring inn. 

Touch. Sir, I have not bought a horſe.” I re- 
liev'd the Count's neceſſities and he——plague 
o' this fellow, what does he want? 


Enter PETER, tip/j. 


Peter. Your honour! 

Touch. Well, what now ? 

Peter. Your honour has made 2 deviliſh bad 
bargain, 

Touch, Huſh ! 

Peter. You certainly have don't I know 
the beaſt is lame ? 

Touch. (puſhing him.) No matter. 

Peter. Has loſt an eye. 

Touch. Go, I ſay. 

Peter. Nothing but ſkin and bone. 

Ferr. Pray let the man ſpeak. 

Peter. Perhaps you're a judge, Sir. 

Ferr. No, Sir, I'm only an attorney. 

Touch. I ſay, away with you. 

Peter. But if Pd give five ſhillings for ſuch a 
beaft, I'd give a thouſand pounds, that's all. (kiccups.) 

Touch. Out of my ſight, you raſcal. (kicks him 
off.) 1 tell you, Sir, it's all a miſtake. 

Ferr. A very unlucky one for you—nay, don't 


fret yourſelf ſo—( fits down) you may fit down if 


you pleaſe, young man, tho? it 7s your couſin's 
houſe, 
B 2 Touch, 
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Touch. I tell you, Sir, *tis a miſcrable beaſt, 
blind and lame, which I have taken out of com- 
paſſion to itſelf, and to its owner. 

Ferr. No matter, tis ſtill a horſe. 

Touch. | have never ſat upon the horſe, conſe- 
quently he's not my riding horſe. 

Ferr. The will ſays nothing of fitting upon the 
horſc—it only ſpeaks of ke-ping the horſe. The 
animal is now in your ſtable, you have paid for 
him, conſequently he is your horſe, conſequently 
you keep a horſe, conſequently you have not com- 
plied with the conditions of the will, and oonſe- 
quently your property devolves to your couſin ; 
the words are clear, and long life tothe dead letter 
of the law, ſay I. 

Touch. 1 with the Count Sans Chateau, and his 
blundering Secretary, were both at the devil. 

Ferr. Amen, with all my heart; they have now 
ſery'd our turn ſufficientiy. 

Ener {hs CounT, and KILLRUDDERY, 

Count. Aha! Monſieur! Je ſuis votre tres 
humble ſerviteur. 

Touch. (þ:eviſbly). Count, yours. 

Count, You muſt my dear Saar, accept my 
thanks, | 

Touch. For what? 
| Count, For vat, ma foi! for your generoſity 
in redeeming the honour of a ſtranger—l am ſor- 
ry, faar, tha. 

Tauck. And ſo am l, damn'd ſorry. 

| Count. 
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Count. Pardonnez moi—dat is not poſſible to be 
forry for ſuch goodneſs. 

Touch. Sir, it is very poſſible if it coſts a man 
his whole property. 

Count. Aha! vat is dat property. 

Touch. By a cauſe in my father's will, T am to 
loſe my whole inheritance if ever I keep a horſe. 

Count. Well, Saar! 

Touch. Well, Sir, —why then there ſtands Mr. 
Ferret, a gicat lawyer. 

Court. And a great picquet play er auſſi. 

Icuch. Who on the part of my couſin, claims 
this inheritance. 

Count. Pourquci ? 

Touch. Becauſe I have bought a horſe. 

Count. Of me! dere is ſome miſtake. 

Ferr. Perhaps ſn, but we paſs over nobody's 
miſtakes - but our own. 

Count. You have ſcen dat animal? 

touch, No, nor will II! my couſin is to inhe- 
rit, let him take horſe and all. 

Count. Killrudderv |! 

Fill. Your Excellence. 

Count. Have you fold my riding horſe. ? 

Nl. Not I, I' take my cath of t—it was only 
a nag. 

Ferr. Accordine to the letter of the will, ſaid 
horſe 1acludes all boobs, gallaways, nags, marcs, 


and little ponies. [i muſt be a very wiſe man who 
can get you off this horſe. 


B 3 KI. J, 
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Kill. An aſs will do the buſineſs full as well; 
for I'll be upon oath, that the horſe I ſold was or- 
ly a mule. 

Ferr. A mule! 

Count. Yes my dear friend, a mule. 

Touch. 1 breathe again. 

Kill. He carried the Count's baggage fo honour- 
ably, that we promoted him to the rank of a ri- 
ding nag. 

Touch. Mr. Ferret, long life to the dead letter of 
the law, ſay J. Now, as my father only mentions 
a horſe—a horſe—d'ye mind? 

Ferr. No matter, you can't ſo well get rid of 
the widow. 

Touch. (afide) Wou'd to heaven I could. 

| Caunt. De vidow !—vat is dat vidow ? 

Touch. Another of my father's whims; — having 
ſuffered from marrying a widow himſelf, he has 
reſtrain'd me from one under the ſame forfeiture, 
that attaches to my keeping a horſe. 

Count. Well, Saar! 

Touch. And this condition, Mr. "ay ſays I 
have alſo broken. 

Count. Well, ſaar, if he can prove it. 

Touch. I married a young French Emigrant in 
Flanders, ſhe beſt knows whether ſhe was a wi- 
Cow, or not. 

Ferr. Sir, we have evidence. 

Touch. No matter, I'll call her. (opens a door) 
Angelica! 

Count, 
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Count. Angelique! vat is dis? une emegre—dis 


is ſome new misfortune. 


Enter MRxs. ToucnwoodD. 
Mrs. Touch. Thank heaven, we are at length 
to ſce ſome other faces beſides our own. (Sees the 
Count and immediately runs off ſcreaming.) Eh! 


Count. Diable! Saar—permit I aſk—1is dat Lady 
your vife ? 


Touch. I am ſorry to ſay ſhe is. 

Count. Then Saar, I congratulate - your proper- 
ty is ſafe. She is no vidow. 

Ferr. How do you know that ? 

Count. I have ſome raiſon. Inde firſt place, ſhe 
ſhe is my vife—derefore ſhe is no vidow. 

Touch and Ferret. You her huſband? 

Count. Is it true Killruddery ? 

Kill. I'll take my oath of it, and I believe your 
Excellency has reaſon enough of all conſcience to 
remember it. 

Touch. Then you are her huſband, and you was 
not kilPd in Flanders. 

Kill. Pl take my oath of that too. 

Count, I vas have great deal wounded=-l think 
to get rid of my vife, and I ſay I vas dead. 

Kill. But he cou'dn't get a ſoul to believe him. 

Touch. My dear Count, I thank heaven you are 
ſtill alive. | | 

(Shaking him eagerly by the hand. 

Ferr. Gentlemen, this is all very fine, but I de- 

mand proofs, : 


Tauck. 
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Touch, Her own conſeſſion, Mr. Attorney. 

Ferr. She did not utter a ſyllable. 

Teuch. She was ſufficiently explicit without it. 

Ferr. The law has nothing to do with explicit- 
neſs. | 

Touch, Then we have only to queſtion her.— 
Angelica! your two huſbands want to ſpeak to you. 


Enter Mas, Toucuwoos. 

Mrs. ouch. Ha! hal hal ha! hal na! 

(Laughs immsderately. 

Touch. You laugh! 

Mrs. Touch. And why noi laugh? many a girl 
fmiles at the thoughts of having ane huſhand. Why 
ſhou'dn't I laugh who am in poſſoſſion of tus. 
(To the Count) And ſo you are really in the land of 
the living. 

Count. Oui— fe vive. I live to mourn your loſs. 

Mrs. Touch. Gallant in the extteme l thought 
you had lived to die upon the held of honour. 

Count. Since I have found you, I regret 1 vas 
not ſo fortunate. | 

Mrs. Touch. (To Kill.) And you Sir, I thought 
you had been hanged as a ſpy. | 

Lil. Devil burn me, if ever | was hang'd in 
my lite. 

Irs. Touch. So, ſo, then after all, pray Gen- 
tlemen, which hn{band Jo - belong to? 

Count. Mr. Touchwood is fo pointe, he would 


give up his claim. 
Touch, 
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Touch. And the Count 2 inſiſts on re- 
ſigning his. 

Count. For de vorld, I Wal not ſeparate ſuch 
happy couple. 

Mrs. Touch. Very Aattering upon my word— 
for you, Mr. Touchwood, whoſe ſpirits are in- 


fluenced by the ſmoke of your Sea Coal Ifland, I 


had nothing to expe&t—but from you, my dear, 
who were educated on the ſhores of the Seine— 
Count. It is the eſſence of politeſſe to reſign the 
gratification of myſelf, for de felicity of my friend. 
Mrs. Touch. (To Touch.) Then I am to remain 
with you. 
Touch, By no means—Juſtice is the idol of an 
Engiiſhman ; elder claims take place of mine. 
Mrs. Touch, Then Ireturn to you. ( To the Count. 
Count. Vous avez beaucoup de politeſſe. 
Mrs. Touch. An elegant conteſt this. My curi- 


oſity is extremely excited to ſee how theſe very 


gallant gentlemen will ſettle the matter at laſt. 

Touch. Well, Sir, how ſtand matters with the 
forfeiture ? 

Ferry. Very ill. 

Mrs. 7ouch. Gentlemen, are you aware that my 
patience is not abſolutely inex hauſtible -I ſcorn 
you both with all my heart, and if a Lawyer were 
here 

Touch. If that be all, here ſtands Mr. Fe 6 


very celebrated Lawyer. 
Mrs, Touch. 
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Mrs. Touch. Indeed . Then tell me, Sir, what 
reward can I offer you to free me from both theſe 
monſters. | 

Ferr. Reward! why a woman who has two 
huſbands, according to our laws, muſt be hang'd. 

Mrs. Touck. Better than living with either of 
them. 

Touch. I had thought of a more pleaſant expe- 
dient for your emancipation. 

Ferr. The law is poſitive. 

Touch. But that ſpeaks only of two huſbands— 
Now if a woman ſhould marry three? 

Ferr. That certainly would ſave her. 

Kill. Oh ! blood an ouns, I ſhall be obliged to 
be after taking her myſelf. 

Touch. Mr. Ferret you are ſtill a batchelor. What 
recompence were you to have received from my 
Couſin ſuppoſing he had gain'd his ſuit ? 

Ferr. A thouſand pounds. 

| Touch. Take the Lady and Iwill make it two. 

Mrs. Touch. What! 

Ferr. Two thouſand pounds. 

Count. I findit is de devil to be poor. 'To accom- 
modate de Lady I would make it ten. 

Ferr. If I thought the Squire was ſincere in his 
propoſal 
Touch. I never was more ſerious. 

Ferr. Well, if you'll give the nag into the bar- 
gain. 
Count, I vill anſwer for dat. 


Ferry 
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Ferr. Saddle and bridle ? 

Kill. Take him as he is, my jewel; and if he 
is not ſufficiently ſaddled with a lawyer on his back, 
never truſt Phelim Killruddery. 


Mrs. Touch. May I be favoured with your name, 


Sir ? 

Ferr. Frederick Ferret, Eſquire. 

Mrs. Tyuch. And prav, Mr. Frederick Ferret, 
Eſquire, do you ſuppoſe that having cſcaped from 
two of your imperious ſex, will be any inuuce- 
ment to me to ſubmit to you? no, no! If | have 
the misfortune to marry again, the evil ſhall be 
one of my own chuſing, at any rate. 

Touch. Mr. Ferret may. however, think it un- 
pleaſant to relinquiſh the Lady. 

Ferr. Not I, upon my fſoul—PFd rather take 
half the money without her. 

Mrs. Touch. Aud now, Gentlemen, I take ty 
leave—Let him dau up a proviſion ior my future 
plan of exi{tence, while purſuing my own ideas 
of happineſs, . tail feon forget I cyci had the 
honour of belong ro either of you. 

Kill. And, eam, after all, where will 
you have the god "e's tu beftow your lilly white 


fiſt ? 


(To FERRET. 


Mrs. Touch. I ie TOPS his face.) 'Take that | 


as the laſt ma >... e:-1 1.6 ro beſtow; and 


I am {we My, Ciliruc ry is tc felite, not to va- 
luce the ur as it etre. (Exit. - 
Bill. Anda pietty mais it is]! The devil may 


burn 


Z4 THE HORSE AND THE WIDOW. 


WTR me, if ſhe hasn't left the print of my check 
ber {,niyſhip's fingers. 5 
e Pon my word, dis adventure would af 
for materials pour un grand Ballet. 
Ferr. Or for an excellent Comedy. 
Count. But vere would be de moral ? 


Touch. That repoſe cannot be purcha! ſed at too 
dear a rate, and that half the cvils of matrimony 
reſult from want of ſufficient cavtion as to out 
choice of a partner for life. 

Kill. Och Bitheration I'll give you the more! 


myſelf— Le 


Arrah fait but the Poct's a fool here, 
He's been making a *9mical bull here ; 
The Widow* a Wite, 
The dead's come tc Ife, | 
Ard the Horſe turns out on a mule here. 


For the Lady, how marriage has croſs'd her, 
One found her where Yother man loſt her; 
The Lawyer would fel . | 
To each huſband a ſhell, 
While ily he ſwallows the oyſter. 
For me Pye made many a blunder, 
Bat that you won't think any wonder; 
If Iriſh miitakes 
John Bull kindly takes, 
Not the whole earth can make us knock under. 
I the critics ſhould frown, and look gruff, Sirs, 
And fay that my ditty*s all ſtuff, Sirs; 
If they kick up a rout, 
And aft what its abont, 
Why I think its about long enough, Sirs. 
| FINES. 
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